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I&50. Champion of- \
the World ! \knocks^ out Paddy Ky*n \ 6
M» niissts^jpp» <^ty* \\

"Why, think of the thousands I've spent.
hundreds of thousands! How much good did
I ever get out of it? An' now they talk of takin'up a subscription fer me in my old age, an'
keepin' me in comfort till I die."
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Why krlaink o! Ifclie tliomMidj 1

j I've spent? j

1
Tlvf fetch him a1

; clout on the Jaw."
LMi

"What would I do if I could fight Corbett again?
I'd fetch him a clout on the jaw, that's what I'd do.
An' if I'd keep myself in condition I could do it.
A 1 1 ~1 11 1_ 1 1 J-

/vnyDoay on earin coma a-Knocicea me our mat

time. 'Twasn't fighting that bested me. It was
luck. Corbett's luck."

Y LIFE TO
The glory of a young man is

in his strength."

The Ex-Champion Sitting
Enough

JOHN L. SULLIVAN, the greatest <§><$
fighter the world has ever known, sat
on the porch at Muhlooa'S jester- ^

day, and told me what he would do with
his life if he had it to live over again. w

He is very fat, and his short hair Is as V
gray as a badger's. His bands are puffed a

and out of shape, but his skin is brown < >

and clear, and his shrewd little elephant's
eyes are bright and keen. X
The porch at Muldoon s is w'de and cool >

and shady. There are big lounging chairs
there, and the great maple trees throw a ^
flicker of leafy shadow on the steps.
Mr. Sullivan had just come in from a five- < >

mile walk up Snake Hill, and he sat back in ^
his big chair and sighed a sigh of honest <2>
fatigue. "It aint the five mile3," he said, <|>
"it's the hills. They're murder, them hills * *

ls^ It's the fat that does it. Here I rm, r maJj
thlvfr.nlno VAnm rJrl flnd fn t flfi 'l nnr-
lu.nj .. , ngU
poise. Eight years out of the ring, and mcu
every year wasted.
"Sometimes a feller feels like he'd rather ^he

have something to forget with than any ^y
other old thing there is. k0(|,
"What would I do if I could begin again?

Now, young lady, I'll tell you what I'd do.
I'd train.

"I'd keep training, and I'd never let my- me
self go till I was too old to do anything the!
but grumble. ly i

"There's a preacher come to see me once, ther
He was a queer guy. He kep' lookin' at me thej
an' squlntin' at me, an' he felt me muscle, barf
an' he measured me chest, an' he says, man

kind o,' mumblin' like, he says, 'The glory to. p
of a young man is his strength.the glory of "I
a young man is his strength.' Said it over asln
an' over, an' he seemed to feel kind cT he i:
bad about It. j g0m

"I don't know why, but I felt sorry for an'
him all the time he was sayin' .t. JTe witt
looked so kind o' sickly and puny. I could "

a killed him by one twist of my thumb, I gtrei
guess, but that sayin' o' his kind o' stack
in my mind. Win
" 'The glory of a young man is in his An'

strength.' You bet it is, loo. bodj
"An' a man's a fool to throw his strength

away. she

"Drinkin' aint such a lot of iun that)
you get back what you put into it.
"You soar around a while, an' then you

get fat, an' they call you a back number.
'Taint worth it. Nothin' aint worth It.
Your strength an' your wind, an' your bein'
quick on your fee: is worta all the iiqnor
that ever sprouted.
"Hear me, an' take me down, too.
"Money! What's money?
"It's a thing to spend, or to save. That's

all. If you spend it, they'll call you a

good fellow. If you save it, you are a

good fellow. Good to yourself.audi to
your own folks. An' I guess that's what
we're here for, anyhow.
"I told a friend of mine the other day,

'George,' I says. 'It's all right payin' your
debts, an' bein' square. I believe in that,
I've always fought fair, but,' I says, 'while
you're a payin', just sneak out a ten or
n twontir fnr Httlp OenrErip.' T snvs 'don't
never you forget little Georgte. Every
time you pay a man a hundred, put ten
by for your's, an' you'll never regret it.'
I says.
" 'Money's a good friend, if you only lock

it up, tight enough.' I says. An alnt that
that right?"
"Why, think of the thousands I've spent.

Hundreds of thousands! How much good
did I ever get out of it?
"An' now they talk of takin' up a subscriptionfer me in my old age, an' keepln'

me in comfort till I die.
"My old age.
"Why, I'm thirty-nine years old.an' I've

got fight enough in me to knock out a
dozen mild little guys.
"Fighters! They don't make 'em now.

They make boxers. Men that can dodge
and feint and run.they don't make a man fl
that'll fight.
"I see they're making a great time over ville

boxin' matches, an' sayin' that the laws Ni
have got to stop 'em. a fi
"Laws stop fightln'! telle
"Say, some of these guys think that tlon

you could make folks stop eatln' if you HI
only made laws enough about It. There as a

was men long before there was prize and
fightln' laws, an' there'll be men long posi
after 'em, an' man fights. T1
"They don't jabber an' call names, an' Nibs
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:e faces. That's for monkeys. >.!en'sij
t. An* they'll fight as long as they are

in
Vhy don't they make some laws to stop a3
sun a shinin'? Lots of folks gets killed
the sun. Why don't they send some- f0
7 up there and read an injunction to a
sun. j
tw, it makes me tired.
tint they got no reason? Seems to to
them folks set an' think an' think 'till
r heads go dizzy, an' they don't l'ight;nowsense. If they stop legal fights, a|'
e'll be tights just the same. Only
'11 be in woods, ail' in barns, an' on

jes, same as they ought to be, an' a T1
that's got a good strong arm will have ea

retend to be ashamed of it. th
'retend, mind you. He never will be ar

imed of it while he's a man. When ru

3 ashamed of it he's something else, an' a

e of these fellers that nint will come w:

tie him to a wagon an' drive him home w;

the cows. to
The glory of a young man is in bis ai

agth,' That's what the preacher said, th
Vhy, look at these here countries! yc
it makes England all right? Fightin'. lei
being ready to fight any time with any- hi

Then England gets so Christian that
wont fight, she'll drop right out o' nj

can stand on his head, or throw hir
with the ease of a h

NE of the most gifted dogs now ap- ui

| pearing before the public Is Nibsy, n<

the property of Mr. and Mrs. B. Mel- le
I U1

bsy Is ,a pug and therefore belongs to f
imily distinguished for versatility, In- ^
ictual activity and a power of adapta- je
to varied conditions. U]

is most remarkable performances are p.j
contortionist. He stands on his head
twists his body into as many different
tions as a human acrobat. ri

lis fact makes t;.e achievements of

sy very noteworthy. His backbone has a
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'Fightin' sauare. that's the thin?. FMcrht-

' squate! If I had my life to lit; over
ain, would I be a fighter?
'Yes, I would. That's what I was made
r. I couldn't be anything else. If had
soi' would I want him to be one? Veil,
don't know about that. I never heard a

ictpr say he wanted his son to be a loer,did yofi?
"Ee anything but that, he'll say. Sc'll
iy man. A man itnows the mean things
>out his own business.
"An' there is mean things about fightln".
leie's the traln'n', ah' the come easy go
sy money of it, an' there's the fellers
at ran nfter you, an' shaire your hand,
i' get your money out of you, an' then
n in' tell what a soak you are. ii.it look
hire, no son o' mine should grow «ij)

It.tout knowin' how to fight. An' if he
as a fighter I'd want him to be at the
p. An' I'd teach him to keep in tralnln',
i* :*d never let up on him any more than
e preacher did on men. 'The glory of a

mug man hrin his strength.' You bet I'd
am him that, and I'd learn him to keep
s strength an' not throw it away same

I lone.
"IVuat would I do if I could fight Corbett
^in? I'd fetch him a clout on the jaw,
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:ONTORTIONIST.
nself into all sorts of queer shapes
uman corkscrew.

idergone a development altogether ab

jrmal in the dog. He sttnds on his for

gs and throws his hind legs up Into th

r. Then he walks azould jauntily for
Aftor +iuk le sinks down un

1 his under jaw tout bet the ground, am

ans the upper part of his body forwar

itil It is far in froD t <t his head. Thi

ves him the appeararaceof an S.

At this point he winrs several times

ses up again on his ?2ori paws, and, turn

ig a somersau't, Ian ds on all fours one

tore,
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"An* a man's a fool 1

,ck That He Has Fight
11

uys.
that's what I'd do. An' if I'd keep myself
In condition I could do It. Anybody on
earth could a-knocked me out that time.
"'Twasn't fighting that bested me. It

was luck. Corb^tt's luck. An' old John L.
was up against lt, see? Up against, It.
That's where I was.
'How would I lick the champion? There

wouldn't be but one champion if I had my
life time over again, an' that champion's
name would be yours truly, John L. Sullivai.
"None o' this good feller business would

keep me out o' that, I'll tell you.
"But say, there wouldn't be no women at

my flgats.
"Wonen don't belong at fights no more

than mea belong at a baby show.
"An' you don't etpect 'em to have sense

about fightin'. Women an' preachers, they'regood folks.I like 'tm all right, but theyhave their own little corner of the ringan' the referee ought to make 'em 6tay in
it.

"Say, preachers.n<w aint they queerbirds? Hide their hefds same as they sayostriches does down t,ere in Australia, an'
hey keep a-talkin' wih their faces in the
sand.
"Orm hril lr»T*c 4' a ! f v "

_ iuu one noners "tis"
ani neither of 'em da't peek out to seewhtt's hnppenin'.

",Vhy, look at that boxin' match theotb«r night over there 1 town. Me an' afrieil o'^nine counted ltip, and* say, there
was 40,000 in the house f there was a redcent.
"Foty thousand dollars Say, the preachersca't git that many alks to hear 'emfree fc nothin'.
"\Vh. this here PattI, r Henry Irving,can't pt $10 a seat for ^heir shows. Ifboxin' i wrong, then thee's a whole loto' wiekl folks In this wold. I don't seehow pitchers Mve, thlnkln of the u-tni-nt

folks tore Is! It would worry me to ,death if thought every otbr man I knew
was tbaimuch worse than -was.
"Whatvill I do if I win his fight wth

Fitzslniibns? i
"I'll ta? my money an' £'1 settle down

in Boston
"Bostons a good little town I've got alittle plac there, Just ou: of town. I've

got cats ad dogs, and chickens. I get upabout 7 o'ock an' potter aroind the placetill 10; the. I eat; then I rem fill about 2;then I go owntowa, see the boys an' gethome abou<8. I eat supper a' dinner to-
gether.twomeals Is all I evr take.an'
about 10 o'!ock I go to bed. That's the
way I wanito live. I haven'ttouched a
drop for ovc eight months.
"Why do want to fight again Do you

think it's fix for me to sit an' lwr irhnt
great fellers these new men ai>, an' I I
know ill th< time that one llcl of my
hand would lettle 'em? 1
"Say, did yai ever see a big bear-one of ]jthem fdlers f-om the Pole, trottln' up an'

down his cage an' tryln' to bite tk Iron
into ehuks? Well, why don't yoi ask
him to st dovn and listen to the band
play?
"The msal of my life?
"I gu'sshere aint no moral to It.
"I al it n Gentleman John, nor no BlueEyedModel I'm a plain, everyday fighter.

I nevr waaiothin' more, nor nothin' less.
I never preluded to be.
"I was th»biggest man In this country

for twelve Jars. I couldn't go into the
street withou bein' followed by a crowd
tha. wanted t shake my hand and tell me
wkat an hono it was to speak to me.

'I was the ig Feller then, an' all the
I Governors and Senators told me so. Now

I'm tbirty-nlne ears old, an' my hair is
g ay, an' some c the little whipper snap'
pers that crawletto me for a word o' reciinmcndationcallue poor old John now.

. "An' I haven't >t a cent on earth, an'
e they put an 'ex' lifore my name, an' I' n
e tryin' to train forny last fight, an' they

call me the man tit's goin' to give It to
me the champion, n' he says he's doin*

:1 it for charity.
"Orowds all' cheetnn' hplts an' nrpsentu

^ an' speeches an' wo.i'g champion an' all.
what does It come > when your hair Is
gray? ]

i, "The glory of a you> man Is his stren'th. ^
i- Say, what's the glory.f an old man? May *

e be that's the moral."
4 w/ifred black. t

ohn L. Sullivan.
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/X "Drlnkin' aint such a lot of fun that you get

back what you put Into It. 'Taint worth It.
W Nothin' aint worth It. Your strength an' your'

wind, an' your bein' quick on your feet is worth
all the liquor that: ever sprouted."
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fctorifc fever ForoekrJ liktie Gsor^ie" 1
t

"I told a frind of mine the other day, 'George
says, "it's all ight payin' your debts, an' bf

quare. I belie> in that. I've always foughf
>ut,' I says, 'whe you're a-payin', just sneak
en or a twenty or little Georgie,'


